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E.P.:  " Good morning, General."
Montclar: " What's he say ? "

Interpreter: " He says, ' Good morning, General/ "
Montclar: " Good morning."
E.P.: "What's he say?"
And so on ...

The fantasy hovering over Lattakia refreshed me
after the grim reality of wounds and death.

IX

The Souk and the side-streets of Lattakia are so
redolent of the East that they remind me of a Holly-
wood film-set. There sits the beggar drooling quietly
to himself, while the flies swarm over his face. To the
left are five actors, overdressed for the part, rather
obviously doing nothing and contemplating the eternal
mysteries. Now three donkeys, grotesquely overladen,
are driven down the street by a strident boy. On my
right some ragged Arabs are haggling with exaggerated
gestures over the price of a pair of shoes in front of a
dirty shop, which is really only a fagade, and six
tousled children are playing in the slimy gutter. (Will
the Hayes Office sanction their nakedness ? What about
that very young girl feeding a wizened baby at her
breasts?) Three sheikhs in flowing raiment are smoking
hubble-bubbles as they loll in the outdoor cafe, while
an unceasing stream of supers, dressed in fantastic
clothes, wander up and down the narrow street.

I see it all from without, sitting snug in the stalls of
my European thought and upbringing. How can I see
it from within? That is the question. Will I ever